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	1. Chapter 1

**Author's Note: So I'm planning for this to be a ten-chapter story... depends on if I get any new ideas(always welcome in the reviews!) and feedback from you guys. Please review if you enjoyed it so far. :)  
><strong>

* * *

><p>The Allen house was silent the night it happened. Barry can remember that much clearly. He was eleven years old. In bed, pretending to be asleep, watching the light from occasionally passing cars reflecting off his ceiling. He remembers how his room looked.<p>

He remember the silence was broken by a piercing scream. A woman's scream. And that's where he could no longer tell what was real and what wasn't.

The water in the fish tank seemed to rise _up_, out of the tank, and he remembers staring in shock. Then, remembering the scream, he ran out of the room, down the stairs, and even from the top of the stairs, he could see the red and yellow light, flashing with unbelievable speed, and he could hear clearly now the woman's screams, and, louder than that, the sound of a tornado _wooshing _and spitting and thundering.

He had never gone down the stairs faster than he did that night, sprinting down all fourteen, almost tripping over his own feet and standing frozen in terror when he reached the bottom. Because the woman who had been screaming was in the center of the roaring tornado was his mother and it looked like a bolt of lightning was trapped in his living room.

Red and yellow streaks of electricity zoomed around the room so fast the entire house was shaking. Or maybe it was just Barry shaking, or maybe he was hallucinating the entire thing. "_Mom!_" he screamed above the roaring. "_Mom!_"

"_Barry!_" Then "_Don't let him touch you!" _

He was trying to reach her, to see her behind the spinning wheel of light. But all he could see was the blinding lightning showering the dark room with the dizzying, racing colors that were so bright they seared into his eyelids so that he could see them when he blinked. He was desperately trying to compute what was happening, to understand what the light was and why his mom couldn't get out and who the person he shouldn't let touch him was when he saw it.

Just for a split second. Like the brief glimpse of lightning you can see right before it vanishes.

_A man. _

And just like that, Barry was certain the the main in the yellow was the one trapping his mother, the one making the yellow and red light. He wasn't sure how, but he screamed above the storm again anyway.

"_Mom!" _

Then his dad, who he hadn't even realized was standing there, turned to him and gripped his shoulders with strong hands and cried above the wind, "_Run, Barry!" _He shook Barry's shoulders. "_Run!" _But Barry couldn't move, his legs were caked in wet cement and he was too entranced, too held captive by the howling lightning, and by the sight of his mother in the middle of a swirling whirlpool of light.

But before Barry could answer, he was no longer beside the tornado, and everything was dark and silent. He was in the middle of a deserted road he remembered- it was a street where he and Iris had ridden their bikes just a week before. But there was no way he could have gotten there on his own, no way at all, he had been by the lightning- the red and yellow were still imprinted on his vision, blocking his sight, and his ears were still ringing from the noise. He turned in a circle, his heart rate climbing despite the peace and silence of the street because he shouldn't _be _there there was no way he should be there he needed to get back to his house, and just like that, Barry remembered his mom again, sitting in the center of the lightning, and he ran. He ran as fast as he could in the direction of his house, he knew the direction well enough to get there on his own, his feet slapping against the wet asphalt and splashing drops of rainwater behind him. His lungs burned the full mile back to his house, and he felt like he could barely breathe, but there were no cars and no one was going to help him and _he had to get back to the house_.

But when the house came into view, Barry could see more lights flashing- red and blue. The sound of approaching ambulances and sirens shrieked in the distance, but there were already _so many cars _outside of his house, all flashing blue and red. He felt reassured for a few seconds- the police were here, they were going to take away the bad man and the lightning, they were going to help his mother, and the light was gone from the house so there was nothing left to be afraid of. He didn't stop running, though- he sprinted all the way up the sidewalk, before he came to a sudden stop.

The police were taking his father out of the house in handcuffs.

Barry's eyes grew wide. When they wouldn't let him talk to his dad, when they put him into the police car, Barry ducked under a police officer trying to stop him and into the house.

Detective West was there. He was Iris's dad, and he was talking to another officer about the big bag on the floor, and before anyone else could stop him Barry ran up and lifted up the bag, because there was something bad underneath it he just knew there was and-

The blank, staring face of his mother was underneath the bag.

Barry's heart felt like it had been shattered with a sledgehammer. Nausea curdled his insides as he shook his mother's shoulder and said in a disbelieving monotone, "Mom. _Mom_." He felt the panic rising and expanding in his stomach like a balloon, as his breathing came faster and faster and tears started to pool in his eyes because he couldn't seem to get enough air in and he didn't know what was going on and he had never been so _scared_.

A large hand gently rested on his shoulder, and Barry whirled around to see the sorrowful face of Detective West, whose stony features had never looked so defeated. "Hey, Barry," he said softly. "I'm going to need you to go with this lady over here for a minute, okay?" He crouched down so that he was eye-level with Barry. "She's going to take care of you, okay? She's going to make sure you're absolutely safe. She may need to ask you some questions, but nothing until you're ready, I promise. Do you see her?"

Barry didn't respond. He stared at Detective West with terror-filled eyes, still breathing shallowly and shaking. Detective West took Barry's hand. "Here, let's go see her together, okay? See, she's right here." They walked across the hall to a tall woman with frizzy, unruly hair who looked to be in her mid-forties. The woman looked down at the eleven year old, pity written across her face. Barry barely noticed her through his blurry, tear-filled vision, but finally comprehended what Detective West was saying and shook his small head vigorously. "No. _No! _Detective West, please, don't leave me, please, I need to stay here, I need to find my dad and I don't know where he is and I need to help my mom and _please_-" Barry broke off with a broken sob, hyperventilating as the impact of what was happening struck him with terror.

Detective West's own eyes filled with tears as he hugged Barry gently. "Barry, hey, shh. Everything is going to be fine, I _promise_, but you need to go with Ms. Amelia right now, she's going to take care of you. I promise. I promise. Can you be brave for me now, Barry?"

Barry hesitated, looking up at Detective West's face. He had never wanted to say no more in his life, but Detective West was an adult, and Iris's dad, and he knew Barry's dad and he knew what to do.

Barry gave a small nod.

Ms. Amelia drove Barry far away from the police sirens, and the lights, and from Detective West and his mom. They drove all the way to downtown Central City, then into a small, wet, deserted parking lot filled with autumn leaves. By that time, Barry was quiet, tears still drying on his cheeks as he pressed his forehead to the cold window of the car and focused on breathing as deeply as he could. The air was still and silent when Barry finally opened the car door. The woman with the frizzy hair walked him all the way up the slippery brick stairs, into a little alcove with a door set inside that she unlocked with a jangling of keys. Barry had just enough time to read the sign above the door, which was hard to make out in the darkness, before he was escorted inside.

_Western Central City Foster Home. _


	2. Chapter 2

**Author's Note: Thank you all so, so much for your support for Chapter 1! ****I was able to find the inspiration for chapter 2 pretty quickly because of you guys, so again, thank you so much. Hope you enjoy the chapter. :)**

* * *

><p>Three months after his arrival at the foster home, Barry was more miserable than he had ever remembered being in his life.<p>

The first night he had spent in his new dormitory hall, which he shared with the rest of the boys at WCC, he had been so exhausted from the night's ordeal, and his eyes were so tired and swollen from tears, he had practically fallen asleep before his head was on his pillow. Despite the fact that the mattresses were tough and the room was too hot, he had never had a more restful night of sleep. He wished he could say the same about every night after that.

He was allowed to sleep late the morning after, only being woken up to eat breakfast and then dinner, both in bed. No one else bothered him. The children going about their business around them, barely pausing to stare, made him think that this was a regular occurrence for new children. He lay in bed the entire day, staring at the bunk above him, trying to process what had happened less than twenty four hours before.

His mother was dead.

He was certain of that. He had seen her, and the fact that they hadn't even tried to put her in the ambulance was the evidence he needed.

The disbelief had worn off, as had the heart-shattering, mind-numbing pain that had held him in its grip for the first half of the day, forcing him into a tight, shaking ball under the blanket on his bunk. There was a deep, deep sadness, a dull ache, now, but he was able to tuck it away for the first time to try and piece together the event of the previous night.

Where was his father? The police had put him in the car, in handcuffs. He hadn't done anything wrong, so maybe it was just a precaution. Barry wouldn't know what happened to him until the next morning, when, Ms. Amelia told him, some officers from the station would ask him some questions about what happened. He tried not a worry as he eventually fell asleep.

That night, he dreamed of the man in the yellow suit.

The next morning, the officers arrived shortly after he woke up. The pair, a man and a woman, were polite but reserved, and they asked him to sit across from them and tell them _exactly _what happened.

And Barry did.

He recited everything he had seen, every detail- even insignificant things, like what they had eaten for dinner, or that it was a little warm inside the house- in a flat monotone. As he continued to talk, the expressions on the officers' faces gradually grew more and more stony, until they were staring at him in irritated disbelief.

About twenty minutes into the conversation (_interrogation_, Barry thought), he finished his story. The woman, who had stopped jotting down notes after the first ten minutes, looked more than a little annoyed.

"Mr...Allen," she said, finding the name on her sheet, "Your story is more than a little hard to believe."

Barry nodded vigorously. "I know. But it's the truth! I saw it. I don't know who the man with the yellow costume was, but he was the one who did it. He made the lightning storm, and he..." Barry trailed off.

The officer shook her head. "I'm very sorry. I know what happened last night was traumatizing for you, and I couldn't be more sorry for the loss of your mother." Barry's lips quivered.

"But I'm afraid we can't accept this story. It's just not...well..."

"Plausible?" The male officer offered.

"Exactly. We need something credible and substantial to take back with us to the police department."

Barry's eyebrows knit together. "You don't believe me?"

The woman plastered a fake smile on and patted his hand. "I believe that you are the witness to a very traumatic event that may have altered your reasoning a bit. None of it's your fault, of course. But we need a report, and unless we have some evidence to back your story up..."

"I swear I'm telling the truth!" Barry said frustratedly. "I saw it. All of it! I would bet my life on it!" The officer did not appear convinced. "Ask my dad, if you don't believe me! You talked with him too, right? I bet he told you the exact same thing I did! We both were there! He saw the lightning too! He saw it!"

"Mr. Allen," the officer said slowly, "Your father pleaded guilty for the murder of Nora Allen last night, who died from a stab wound. Detective West and I escorted him to Iron Heights early this morning."

Barry froze. That wasn't possible. His dad had seen the lightning. He had seen it. He had told him to run, away from the man, just like his mom so why would he not tell the truth? His dad said to always tell the truth, and there was no way he hadn't told them about the lightning.

"No," he breathed.

The female officer patted his hand again. It felt awkward. Cold. Fake. "Again, Mr. Allen. I'm very sorry for your loss. However, we need to report back to the station now. If you remember anything else... anything you might be trying to not think about right now, but you might think of later... just let us know, okay?"

Barry was left alone in the sweltering dormitory of the foster home. He sat on his bunk, staring at his feet. Trying to make sense of what was real and what wasn't.

He had been so sure about seeing the lightning. It seemed so real, and the image of it seemed burned into his memory. The man, too. He needed to believe it was real. Because _how else was he teleported over ten blocks away_?

Unless none of it was real. Unless he had seen something terrible, and his brain was making all of the lightning up. But no, no, he was _sure. _The water floating out of the fish tank. The red and yellow electricity. The roaring of the wind in his very living room. It was too real not to be true.

So why was he doubting himself?

Barry wished more than anything he could go talk to his dad. To reassure himself that what had happened was real and to feel the warmth and safety of his embrace, like he had every day until today. But he couldn't. Because he was in prison, and there was no way-

Barry jolted upright. _Detective West. _The officer had said that Detective West had been the one to take his dad away. _How could he do that? _He put his dad in prison. Even though he didn't do anything. He told Barry everything would be fine, and then he left to go take his dad to jail.

He had taken his dad away and now he was going to live here, in a _foster home_, with no dad, no family at all. It was Detective West's fault. It was him. It was all him. He had _lied _to Barry about keeping him safe and that everything was going to be fine because everything was _not _fine and he had _lied_.

All of the confusion and frustration and pain Barry had felt in the past twenty-four hours suddenly gave way to a roaring torrent of _hate_. Detective West had taken his dad- Detective West's own _friend_- to prison for no reason, and he had _abandoned Barry. _

He had abandoned Barry and taken his father away from him.

* * *

><p>That revelation had been three months ago.<p>

Sometimes, the only thing that kept Barry on his feet through all the harassment, the contemptuous, unfeeling administrators, the cruel children who were determined to hurt him, was that hate. That cold, heavy ball of black obsidian that sat in his stomach, obsidian made from molten, spitting fire that had cooled and hardened over time until it was impenetrable, gave him strength.

Barry had long since stopped trying to answer questions in class, or correct a teacher's mistake because of the snickers and verbal abuse he received after. He had stopped scoring higher than other children on quizzes because of the yellow and black bruises he had no choice but to sport because he knew the teachers would do nothing. He rarely ate more than a portion of his food, and grew even smaller because of it.

The children at the foster home were mean and spiteful. Every one of them had suffered a tragedy, and they all needed someone to blame, someone to take their anger, grief, and loneliness out on. Barry, as a quiet, gentle new kid, was a neon target.

The first time Barry had attempted to make a friend at the home, about a week after he arrived, he had made a harmless joke about the kid's colored hair a few minutes into their conversation, and the older teen broke his arm.

He had not been allowed to talk with his father since his imprisonment. The two officers that came to talk with him originally never appeared again.

Detective West never visited either.

Barry felt as if he had been uprooted from his pleasant old life and transplanted in the harsh reality of the world. The world where his mother could die and his father sent to prison and where everyone he knew could suddenly just abandon him in his time of need.

He never talked about his past, or that night in the lightning. The other kids had heard about it, obviously, through rumors, but nothing about the real story. Just that his mother had been murdered and that he was crazy because of it.

He wasn't crazy. He knew it. They all said he was, but he knew what was real and the man in the yellow was real, and Detective West's lies were real, and his father's innocence was real. It was all true. But there was nothing he could do about it.

At least, not yet.

* * *

><p><strong>Things will really be picking up in Chapter 3, heheh, so stay tuned. Please r&amp;r if you enjoyed! <strong>


	3. Chapter 3

**Author's Note: Again, I cannot thank you all enough for your support of this fic. **

**Death By Verbicide: You are awesome, and thank you so much. Waiting for that next chapter of The Uncontrollable and The Impossible. ;) **

**Guest: I'm not sure if I'm going to dive into the realm of SnowBarry (at least for now), but you never know. It's very possible, and thanks for the idea. **

**Silver-Infinite: Oh, yes. Most definitely. **

**And to all the other amazing people who reviewed and left such awesome comments: You are all just absolutely incredible. Thank you all so much. Hope you enjoy chapter 3!**

* * *

><p>The fourth time Barry tried to run away to Iron Heights to see his father, he made it more than two steps into the building before he was blocked by a security guard, who recognized him immediately. With an irritated sigh, the burly man grabbed Barry by the forearm and led him into the front office of the prison.<p>

Twenty seconds later, the foster home picked up the phone. "Hi, ma'am, this is officer Clarkson. Yes, he's here again. He's waiting by the office. Yes. Anytime."

Barry glared at the man as he placed the phone back on its handle. The officer sat down heavily in his chair and folded his arms across his chest. He scrutinized Barry for several seconds.

The kid looked no older than thirteen, with a small frame, dark hair, and hazel eyes. But there was a certain air to him- the set of his jaw, the tenseness of his position- that made him seem much older. And he couldn't help but be taken aback by the glittering animosity in the kid's eyes, which he was certain could only be meant for him. It was unsettling on his innocent, angelic face.

The officer didn't even feel comfortable being in the same _room _with this kid. Which was ridiculous, considering he couldn't weigh more than a hundred pounds and barely topped five feet. He had stopped Allen's kid from entering the facility three previous times; apparently, Henry Allen had been imprisoned for the murder of his wife. Despite apparently _watching _the murder happen, Allen's kid had never ceased attempting to break into the building to see his father.

They sat in charged silence for the full five minutes it took for the foster home to arrive. The kid continued to unnerve him. After the first minute and a half of staring, the officer had to look away and turn to his computer, because _Jesus, _did the kid even blink? He couldn't help but to breath a sigh of relief when the home had arrived and he was alone again.

* * *

><p>Barry was still fuming when they arrived back at the home. He had been <em>so<em> close. He had made it past the security fences, all the way from school, without _anyone _noticing. But of course, the guard just _had _to recognize him.

He had made it his goal to eventually meet with his father, despite the rule that underage relatives could not visit or send letters to higher-security prisoners without a parent or guardian. Which he did not have.

Ms. Amelia had refused to take him when he had first asked two years ago(and the time after that, and the time after that). No amount of pleading seemed to convince her. She was resolute in her opinion that seeing Henry would be detrimental to Barry's wellbeing. After all, wasn't he a convicted murderer?

Barry knew that she was wrong. Everyone was. They all thought that his dad was his mother's killer, and that the threat had been successfully put away, but they were so very, very mistaken. The man in yellow was still out there, and yet no one was _doing _anything about him. There was a murderer on the loose, and they had the wrong guy. And no one believed him when he tried to convince them.

So, yeah, he was _understandably_ bitter.

Barry navigated back to the boy's dormitory, angrily kicking the edges of the carpeted floors as he did so. His fists were clenched so hard his knuckles were paper-white. The other kids- mostly younger ones- turned around immediately when they saw him, and others kept as far away from him as possible as they came down the halls, their shoulders pressed against the peeling walls.

Barry didn't like being feared by the other children. He wasn't even fourteen yet- he was still younger than half the kids there. And yet all but a handful of them were too terrified of him to even look him in the eye.

He knew he'd become a lot harder and crueler, more rough around the edges, than he had been when he'd arrived at the foster home. He was no longer the happy-go-lucky kid he had originally been. Circumstance had forced him to change. He had to be tough and mean if he wanted to survive the foster home. But was that necessarily bad? He had been weaker then, not as independent and resourceful. People no longer saw him as a useless burden, or a cute toy; now, he was seen as a threat, a force to be reckoned with.

He had become a laser rather than a target; children were hurt because of him, now, not the other way around. He had changed positions in life, and as far as he was concerned, it wasn't necessarily a bad thing. Even if it did have a few unintended consequences.

The only other people in the dormitory were Tony, Mark, and Roy. Of course. Of all the people at WCC, they were the last people he would ever choose to be present, alone, with him in the dorm room. They were the three biggest bullies (and, coincidentally, idiots) at the foster home. They might have been less of a threat separately, but together, even Barry didn't dare to take them on.

Normally, Barry would have quietly skirted around the other rooms to enter the other side of the dorm and get to his bunk unnoticed. In his current mood, however?

Not a chance.

He walked straight through the dorm, between the rows of bunks, and shoved his way through their cluster, knocking Mark to the side as he did so.

Before he could reach his side of the dorm, there was a hand grabbing a handful of the shirt on his shoulder roughly, and Barry whipped around just in time to see Tony's fist. He had been expecting it, though, and managed to knock the blow aside with his forearm.

Tony grunted with annoyance. He knew Barry might be able to block his lopsided punch, but he had at least hoped to catch him by surprise. It had been a stupid move, but really, who the hell did Allen think he was, anyway? Strutting through the middle of their group like he was invincible.

He wasn't. Not by a long shot. Before Allen had been at the foster care for three or four months, he had been the class punching bag. Tony and his group had spent their fair share of time beating him up, in fact. But he had gradually grown faster and stronger and, as much as Tony hated to admit it, scarier.

There was an indescribable air to Allen; while he wasn't the type to attack or retaliate outright, he was cruel and calculated and so smart, it was scary. There was no explaining it. Some of the kids said he was crazy; Tony didn't buy it. But that uncertainty kept him and his group from pounding Allen into the floor every time he did something stupid... at least, physically. Not this time, though.

"Watch where you're going, _Lightning Boy,_" Tony spat.

"I'm not in the mood, Tony." Barry said quietly.

Tony sneered. "What, did you get caught going to see your old murderer- I mean, man again?"

Behind him, Roy and Mark snorted with laughter.

Barry's eyes glinted dangerously, and Tony's grin faded slightly. Barry managed to contain himself and not throw a punch, though. Instead, he swiveled around on his heel and walked to his bunk, the boys snickering behind him. He knew they wouldn't dare come after him. They were a little scared of him, too.

* * *

><p>The next day, Barry was in a better mood. That didn't stop the students- and even the teachers- from avoiding him in the halls, but it made a huge difference in the way he went about his day. He didn't injure any of the new kids, and he only <em>subtly <em>bullied his teachers. He even studied a bit during lunch for a test in biology.

Not that anyone noticed, of course. And if anyone _had, _and had the guts to point it out to him, he would have destroyed them, which would have ruined his excellent mood.

As Barry stacked his books and prepared to leave biology, the teacher, Mrs. Medea, called out, "Barry Allen? Please see me after class."

The other students' eyes widened as they murmured to each other. The classroom was filled with a flurry of whispers, all about the same thing- that the infamous Barry Allen had finally been caught red-handed.

"-You think he's gonna be kicked out?"

"-never been called after-"

"-Ha! Finally-"

Barry remained impassive as he placed his books back on his desk, crossed his arms, and slouched back in his chair, waiting for the last of the students to leave.

When they finally had, Mrs. Medea stood up from her desk and walked over to Barry's desk, then took a seat at a desk across from his. She looked almost comical in the child's desk, her knees almost touching the bottom of the table, but Barry managed to keep from making a snide comment.

Mrs. Medea cleared her throat. "Barry, have you, um, been in contact with your father recently?"

Barry's mood darkened immediately. So this was what this chat was about.

"Ah, no. You won't let me see him or send him letters or even let him know I exist. Remember?" he said sullenly.

Mrs. Medea cleared her throat again. "Oh, uh, yes. Well. I, uh, received some bad news this morning."

Barry became very still. "Yes?"

She drummed her fingers on the desk nervously. "Well, Mr. Allen was, uh, he- he passed away last night."

Barry felt his entire body freeze, as if he had been dipped in a pool of icy water. His fingers felt clammy as he clenched the metal bars connecting the desk to his chair.

"How?" he asked calmly, not looking up.

Mrs. Medea swallowed. "It was a, uh, a suicide. They're still-still investigating the scene-"

Barry nodded, struggling to swallow past the hard, painful lump in his throat. "Okay. Thank you." He stood up suddenly, forcing his fingers to release their tight grip on the desk and swiping his books into his arms.

"Barry, wait-" Mrs. Medea called after him, but he was already out the door and down the hall.

Barry walked quickly to the restroom closest to the biology room, unshed tears blurring his vision. Fortunately he encountered no one in the hallway on his way there. It was lunch time, after all.

As soon as he was in the room, Barry dropped his books and practically ran to the nearest stall, locking the door behind him.

And that was when he allowed himself to break down.

Hot tears dripped onto the tiled floor as he gasped for air, clenching the top of the stall door for support. His entire body was shaking uncontrollably, and that horrible, drowning sense of panic he hadn't felt in nearly two years again enveloped him. Sweat beaded on his forehead and his eyes squeezed shut so tightly he saw bursts of color because _no, no, this wasn't happening- this wasn't happening again. _

His father was gone. His mother was gone.

Now he truly had no one left.

He was incapacitated by another racking, hiccuping sob. _He hadn't even gotten to say goodbye. Not even a word to or from him in over two years. _

Barry stayed in his position, eyes and fists clenched shut, tears streaking down his face, for several minutes. Then he took a deep, shuddering breath and opened the stall door to get some water.

After fumbling with the tap and adjusting the torrent of freezing water, he cupped his hands and brought a splash up to his face. He froze when he looked in the mirror above the sink.

He looked _awful. _Red, puffy eyes and dark wet eyelashes. Nose running freely. His skin unnaturally pink. The front of his hairline soaked in sweat.

He looked weak. Pathetic. Disgusting.

How had a few words, a few strings of syllables brought him back down to _this _so quickly? How had some simple news stripped away every defense he had built around himself in the past two years? Barry turned away from his reflection in disgust.

No. He would refuse to let this destroy him.

The people at the foster home had kept him away from his father for _two years_. He had clung to the hope that someday, he would be able to break into the prison and see him; and, if not, he would definitely have been able to see him by the time he was eighteen and no longer underage.

Now, even that distant hope had been torn away from him.

Barry could feel that hot hatred coursing through him again, spreading out in tendrils from the pit of his stomach to the end of every finger and toe, to the top of his scalp. It made his skin itch and filled him with unbridled energy.

He hated the foster home, and Ms. Amelia. He hated the guard who had stopped him. He hated the officers who had come to visit him. He hated Mrs. Medea and every teacher in the building.

Most of all, he _hated hated hated _Joe West.

He made a decision in that moment; he wouldn't give anyone the satisfaction of seeing him weak and vulnerable. Not now, and not ever again.

Barry quickly brought another handful of cold water up to his face and washed the sticky sweat and tears into the sink. He ducked back into the bathroom stall, rolled a line of toilet paper out and wadded it into a large, soft bundle. He used it to pat his face dry and blow his nose before tossing it in the garbage.

He turned back around to the mirror, taking in his still-bloodshot eyes and red nose. There was nothing he could do about that. But it was an improvement.

He glanced up at the clock on the wall above him. There was still fifteen minutes left in lunch.

He could either go, and pretend nothing had happened, or he could hide in the dorm for the rest of the day.

Barry scowled. He wasn't a coward.

* * *

><p>After putting his plastic lunch tray onto a cafeteria table and dropping onto a hard bench, Barry found himself without much of an appetite. He pushed his pile of chicken and potatoes around on his plate absently, staring at his reflection in the metal fork and knife.<p>

The anger was still running through him, making him restless and hot, but he couldn't address it right now.

Right now, he needed to act normally.

Barry forced a piece of tough chicken into his mouth, still frowning and deep in thought. He continued to gaze at the blurry shapes in his cutlery.

Three forms appeared in the gray space behind his reflection.

He turned around, already fearing the worst.

Of course, it was Tony, Mark, and Roy. Who else would it be. Barry glanced away, but they had already seen his red-rimmed eyes.

"What's the matter, _Lightning Boy_? You been crying? Boo-hooing over your mommy again?"

Barry rolled his eyes, Tony's remarks glancing off him. He had heard much worse in his first few months there. In fact, he had probably heard ten variations of that same insult from Tony's gang alone.

He turned back around in his seat, poking at his food again. Then Mark, who was normally the quietest of the group, said something to Tony behind him that made him freeze.

"Ya know what I heard? I heard that someone saw him blubbering in the boy's room about his dad. Bet that's what it is."

Heat coursed through Barry, turning his face pink and making his blood boil. He couldn't believe someone had seen him like _that_. His head pounded as he stared in shock at his plate.

By now, several of the other tables around him had fallen silent, listening to their conversation.

Tony snickered. "That true, Allen?"

Barry didn't respond, still frozen with his back to Tony and with his fork and knife in his hands. He was surprised they hadn't clattered out of his grip by now.

A thick finger prodded his shoulder roughly. "You deaf? Or are you still crying?"

The heat was making pools of sweat gather in his palms. Small black dots gathered at the edges of his vision as his breath hitched.

_Nonononononono. _

"Wow. I mean, I can't say I'm surprised. Always knew you were still a crybaby, even if you pretended you were all big and tough. It's pathetic, really."

Barry was in actual, physical pain. His heart drummed agonizingly in his chest. The heated pressure and energy under his skin was almost unbearable. Yet he remained absolutely still.

"What's the big deal, anyway? I mean, your dad's a _murderer_. He _murdered _your mom. Unless you're still crazy and think that a ghost did it?"

Barry slowly closed his eyes and swallowed as much as he could with his gritty, dry mouth. He was going to take ten deep breaths.

"Did he finally kick the bucket? Huh? Well, it's not _that _big of a deal... you know he deserved it, right?"

A bomb exploded in Barry's chest, sending burning sparks through him and propelling him up, out of his seat.

Without even blinking or hesitating, Barry whipped around and stabbed Tony in the chest.

* * *

><p><strong>Ah, cliffhangers! I hope you all are not too terribly upset with me for killing off Henry. I got the inspiration from s2e7, when he told Barry about how his belief in him as a child was all that got him through prison. <strong>

**See you next chapter. The fallout will be pretty interesting... :)**


End file.
